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thinking of nothing else for days, and during the last half-
hour had felt as a man feels, and can only feel, who knows
that some public function is momentarily about to fall to
his perilous discharge, he was taken quite aback, changed
colour, and lost his head. But the band of Lothair, who
were waiting at the door of the apartment to precede the
pi^ocession to the hall, striking up at this moment e The
Roast Beef of Old England,' reanimated his heart; and
following Lothair, and preceding all the other guests down
the gallery, and through many chambers, he experienced
the proudest moment of a life of struggle, ingenuity,
vicissitude, and success.

CHAPTER XLV.

UNDER all this flowing festivity there was already a current
of struggle and party passion. Serious thoughts and some
anxiety occupied the minds of several of the guests, amid
the variety of proffered dishes and sparkling wines, and the
subdued strains of delicate music. This disquietude did
not touch Lothair. He was happy to find himself in his
ancestral hall, surrounded by many whom he respected and
by some whom he loved. He was an excellent host, which
no one can be who does not combine a good heart with
high breeding.

Theodora was rather far from him, but he could catch
her grave, sweet countenance at an angle of the table, as
she bowed her head to Mr. Ardenne, the county member,
who was evidently initiating her in all the mysteries of
deer parks. The Cardinal sate near him, winning over,
though without apparent effort, the somewhat prejudiced
Lady Agramont. His Eminence could converse with more
facility than others, for he dined off biscuits and drank
only water. Lord Culloden had taken out Lady St. Jerome,